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hotels.    The .following  mornin? I had an early-
morning motor-excursion round tht* city and saw
the big trees in the Stanley Park and drove right
through one of the tunnelled giants.  Tht^re were* I
was told, fine views to be seen from Vancouver, but
owing to forest-fires its atmosphere just then was
dense and smoke-laden and I was quite glad to s<et
away from it on the open sea as I did by taking the
morning boat for Seattle. That afternoon we arrived
at Victoria, and as our steamer stopped there for
over an hour, we engaged a car and drove round the
city and up its residential quarters and returned just
before the steamer left.   I had made a number of
friends among those who had been travelling with
me right through the Rockies on their way to the
World's Fair at San Francisco, and as I was moving
with them laughing and chatting towards the gang-
way, a U.S.A. immigration inspector stopped me
and asked me for my passport. I, of course, immedi-
ately produced it.   *' Show me your immigration
pass," demanded the inspector in a rather surly
tone. I curtly replied I had none as I was a tourist.
" Tourist or no tourist," rejoined the inspector,
" you will have to get the pass from our immigra-
tion office here, or you shall not enter the States/*
" As a matter of fact," I retorted, " I have already
entered the States not once but twice before, so you
cannot now raise an objection on that score/'
" No," persisted the man, " I shall not let you go
unless you produce the pass according to the immi-
gration law of the State of Washington/' Perceiving